THE DEPARTED. 
BY P.B-WEST. ~ 
There is a form in the ambient air, 
That hovers around me still, 
There aré spirit forms of the loved and lost 
Jn communion with me, When tempest tost, 
_ When the worldseold accents chill 
_ The heart, that burned on affections shrine, 
_ And they whisper of love, these forms divine. 


They follow our steps where, e’er. we tread, 
With beckoning hand 1 impart 
- Impressions, the pure alone can reveal, 
~ "Phat mantle the face with a crimson geal, 
And we feel a throbbing heart; : 
They live in the silence of Angel life, » .... 4 
_ Now sheltered from storms of earthly strifo,. 


b Revested souls, that dwell with the blest, 
Have passed therlver ofdeath; — 
We view the’sweet bloom of the new life eiven: 
In the home of the pure—the spirits heaven, 
Pray for this in latest breath; 
For that angel presence—the welcome guest, 
“Till we join the hosts in that land of rest, 7 


> would. alasp the yee that Peckon, me, 
+ And fain on the stainless brow; 

Would imprint a -kiss—they, ag shadows flee, 
Like the rainbow retire, or wave'of the sea, 
In vain the, effort—but ever as now— 
They whisper of peace;—be it ours to meet, 

These Angel forms in communion sweet, 


